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Birthday Card to Flynn (From a Coward) 


| wasn’t going to tell you / ‘cause there's nothing much to say, 


but nothing’s created value / from what something threw away. 


He tried, the same day he met me / though he can’t remember why, 
to stymie what wasn't really / even indicating | 
or he posed - together, apart - / some dishonourable threat 


to either of you counterparts / or would do things we'd regret. 


A moment's unmindful caress / a shy 'sorry' from us both, 

and giggles when seeing the mess / like a gift-wrapped undergrowth... 
..it all, | guess, triggered Tee Rex / (yes, that is his name - | asked) 

to drink some absurd shame convex / and then, fine himself the task 
of driving his truck down the road / to our town’s old, derelict 

steel foundry - like him, unwholesomed - / and career into its bricks. 
Remember that man on the news / the one dragged out from a wreck? 


That was him, all bruised and confused / tearing velcro off his neck. 


They're treating him on the same ward / they kept me on way back when, 
and I figured he’d be, just, so bored / and could do with a new friend, 
so, | went, and told him my name / (he forgot to ask before), 


advised him to steer clear of Graham / as ‘he’s a real dinosaur’, 


and now | just can’t let him go / intuition won't revise, 


I'm moving out, Flynn, tomorrow/ so, some distance would be nice. 


On Loop 


Same morning comes with arid shale 
as day fatigue sets in. 
Same nighttime black begins to trail 


behind its daytime twin. 


Still unrepaired, resourcefulness 
is promptly pelted dry. 
Throughout the day, it shall regress 


as cracks be magnified. 


Work hard, or harder than is apt 
at least, the psyche chants 
on laboured beats, ignore the fact 


your bearing vessel can't. 


Eventually, with daytime hooks 
caught deep, eyes need a break. 
Releasing heavy lids, they look 


for shelter on a lake. 


But nighttime black commands its grounds 
to lock the dreamer in. 
No climbing up or going down, 


the break wears itself thin. 


As rest is now, it won't fixate 
till endless, so, till then, 
just stand there on the slope and wait 


for morning shale again 


Odysseying Debris of Thoughts 


No one will feel because of you, you will barely be 
another backdrop to their existence - used for passage, 
you'll outstay your welcome before they're done 


tearing through you. 


You're as lonely as | am, you'll see - here, 

where you think you belong ‘cause no one's bothered 
sending you the message that you don't 

- and you'll learn 

the shame of discovering, 

too late, 

that you should have felt ashamed 


for thinking you were thought of at all. 


Revising Childhood 


Beyond this horizon lies more water, 
then land, where there’s people 

who share this sea with me, these skies, 
whirling and swirling, 

are old news to them - 

second hand mysteries 

- and even in summer 

only blue to a few 

of all the lives who see 


it before | do. 


Sneaking Into My Neighbour’s Flotation Tank 
While He’s At Work 


My bathtub’s not been used for months, 
my previous skins 
have claimed it, but 


| need a bath. 


A futuristic neon blue 
fades like a cramp, 
then water draws 


my insides out 


so dust floats off my backstaged nerves 
of gossamer 
connected to 


a diamond core. 


I'm Fine 


| won't whisper this, 

won't smile, won't sob 

or squeal with impatience choking me 
from core to throat - I'll just say it: 


When | wake up Ill love you and everything'll be fine and 


you touch me ‘cause | know that 

it doesn’t matter - to you, or to me, or 
to whoever we've each been and been 
with in mare’s mutation. 


When | wake up l'll touch you back and remember and 


we didn’t come with, but that’s okay - 

not remembering us saved us from being us 
no longer, and forgotten by what joined them 
before the fact, our weights adapted 

to life without life as we adapted to being 

in what is not. 


When | wake up you won't be there so 


whatever's prompting your hands 

to relearn mine ain’t re-emergence - 

nothing can be shared in here but something cannot, and 

is it weird (endurance fading as the moment that raided it 

stays for longer than it was)? No - protectiveness 

outranks its purpose like my love for you fazes itself for allowing your flaws to know 
mine as if duping a child and remembering it didn’t matter I'll neglect your flesh and 
my own and mount a defence for having allowed your wants when the you that wants 
weren't there, 

although, 

with you awake, our weights heave 

one another, like on a seesaw, 

as if we're both children, so, 

ignoring all else, I'll just say it: 


When | wake up, | will love you, 
and everything will be fine. 


Den Svenska Medelklassen 


Men kvav den jävla trivseln nu, anamma missnojdhet, 
er vikansla ar pinsam, ju, dess tillsyn en fortret, 
den självbild som ej understöds av utsocknes ar fel, 
det vet ju minsta barn att samfalldhet är skådespel, 
att uttråkade människor har högre kvalité 
än de som saknar vett att av sin omvärld bli blasé, 
att livet finns nån annanstans än dit man själv hör till, 
att livsglädje av hemmaplan på hemmaplan ej gills, 
att krystad depression betecknar färgglad karaktär 
och utlopp för den senare uppnås som resenär, 
vi tänker oss att något vi behöver och vill ha 
(vad det än är) blott uppnås om behag görs svårnåbart, 
så vår revolution mot det vi alla måste få 
för att må bra skall hålla denna sansade nivå: 
spontana skratt bemöts som något handikappssymptom 
och återhållsamt fnitter som ett pursvenskens syndrom, 
verbala kärleksyttringar till svenskhet är rasism 
och tystare gemyt en form av trevnadsasketism, 
vårt samhälle berövar oss vår autenticitet, 
att va’ sig själv är alltför lagom, dock (som blott vi vet), 
just lagom, som koncept, stoltseras med inför publik 
och kämpas mot som väderkvarnar om du är oss lik, 
och knegare är inskränkta med tråkiga kvarter 
tills pendeln svänger, varpå de får flytta ut alltmer, 
vi sporras av vår ängslighet att starta företag 
som fångar den fiktiva andan av dem som fått dra, 
vi hyllar all invandring, vi förminskar knegarn's kval, 
vi flyttar ut när MENA flyttar in med sin moral, 
vi klagar pa att diskussioner flyter trögt i norr, 
er invändning besvarar vi med hånleende morr, 
till slut så flyr vi utomlands när riksläget är kört, 


och ser med nostalgi tillbaks på allt vi har förstört. 


Ella Needs a Wash 


She inches closer to the shower. Water splashes on her toes. That's fine, so long as 
the rest of her stays dry and warm. It’s not like the water’s cold - she’s stood in its 

steam for the past ten minutes - but the longer she waits, the more she feels like it 
might be the wrong kind of warm, like a hot towel when you don't need one, which is 


always, although she’s never been on an airplane and so can’t say for sure. 


Why do people fly? She imagines the inside of an airplane to be the dry equivalent of 
this bathroom - full of nasty air that you keep breathing because getting out before 


you're done would be an embarrassing way to end things. 


A drop lands on the back of her hand and clears a path through the dirt. That’s 
embarrassing too. She gets embarrassed a lot. She really should get in the shower, 
get it over with, like that time she sat through an entire opera because the only bloke 
in town who's a cat person thought it was art. It's not art. It's hours of no one singing 
in key because there isn’t one, and discomfort rising behind the blissful faces of the 


audience like dough under a kitchen towel. 


She’d swap this towel for a kitchen one if it got her out of showering. Or she could just 


not shower. 


She turns the water off. 


Maybe tomorrow. 
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Along The Way 


Step 1. 

There's a threshold. But you're already burnt, so don’t stop. Let nerve endings jiggle in 
the fall, a crash is expected but doesn’t happen, bottom’s absence accentuates its 
finality, and look up - they've stayed behind, stayed busy, won't even ask if you're 
okay. Get smaller and smaller in their eyes as the bottom gets smaller and smaller in 


yours. 


Step 2. 
Now watch it swell. Rebound on itself in ways you can't. A fate that drags forward 
down to its level, a sleep paralysis that hooks every loop, a pit full of nothing that 


keeps digging - making room for you for when you're nothing too. 


Step 3. 

Direction has no place here, and so finality stretches to catch, to keep up, to burst and 
not make it, and only this awaits: duration’s mass, a separatist essence, a natural at 
expelling what's not. Particles grow heavier than themselves, pull in white and blue, 
merge until balanced: the right stuff as it started out. You expected music - hollow 
notes, like the ambiance of empty streets - but it’s quiet. You expected darkness - left 


behind and eternal - but here, light stays. 
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Forgiveness and Whatnot 


From high up on a golden cloud, a saintly remorse echoes through the heavens: 
“Sorry. Terribly sorry. So sorry.” 

And way out in the distance, a less-than-saintly old bird is running out of patience: 
“Oh, leave it alone.” 

Whatever tranquillity was promised them, the waiting don’t get to enjoy for very long. 


“Do you know how long this queue is?” she says to one of them. “A homo habilis just 
fainted near the front. That's how long.” 


Assuming any interaction will set her off, they all drop their gaze. 

“Yep!” she barks at the almighty. “All these bled-dry children of yours patiently waiting 
for an apology, and it won't even come from you because Peter’s doing all that stuff 
you can't be bothered with! Wrinkly old thing. Say what you want about him - at least 
he works for his sainthood.” 

She scans the sad, sad map of heaven they gave her upon departure. 

"What's everyone smiling for? Can't wait to bear this cross together, is that it?” 


Then it comes to her: 


“And where are the ones being punished? Hey, | was told there would be punishment 
for the little shits! Where are they!?” 


People nearby breathe as quietly as possible as she shouts “oi!” in Peter's general 
direction. 


“Sorry about that.” 
“Oh, don't apologize on my behalf, you dried-up bouncer. Have | asked you to? Do | 


look sorry? Hey, how's the celestial bouncer business!? GET A LOT OF ROWDY FOLKS 
UP HERE, DO YOU!!? Oh n....oh fuck, he's coming over.” 


“Please, keep it down.” 
“Fine.” 

"There are many ahead of-“ 
“Really? | hadn't noticed.” 


“As | say to each and every one of you, | cannot tell you how sorry he-“ 
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“| mean, the brachiosaurus sticking out in the distance did give me a clue.” 
“I'm processing you all as fast as | can go.” 


“Lucky us. D'you know the bloke who called me fat in eighth grade is forty-eight 
people in front me? How's that fair?” 


“You did your best to outlive him. And anyway, once it's his turn, we will-“ 

“Put him in a bikini and ask him who's a chunky dunker now, | hope?” 

“We acknowledge that some of you are more hurt than others.” 

“Do you acknowledge that some of us are more needed over there than the rest? No, 
seriously - there are people being let through them gates whose only contribution to 
the ambiance of otherworldliness is one of balancing it out. A while back, | saw you 
usher in a couple who looked like they were taking each other out for a walk.” 

“Now, listen-“ 


“To what? The ethereal sound of overcrowding?” 


“Listen! If you wish to ever reach the gates, you must quiet down so | can get on with 
my work.” 


“Fine.” 

“Sure?” 

“As silent as Gabriel in a tent, me.” 
“Right. God's love to you, then.” 


‘Totally, yeah...” and then, figuring he's out of earshot, “...dickhead.” 
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Very First, Very Last 


| loved string lights as a child. 


My very first memory is of yellow, green, red and blue bulbs on a single string. It 
started right above my head. Led straight into the dark. A hiding place verging on a 
display. Every child’s most intimate fantasy inverted. And that spot under the first bulb 
was private enough for me, so the dark remained unexplored. 


Until today. 


My very last memory is of a sunlit ocean, a sail boat with a flag at its stern, and a 
sense of urgency. Something was coming. Something so empty that humans have no 
name for it, because names suggest existence. It expanded, pushed everything apart, 
and before | knew it, | was following the string lights to get away. 


.. yellow, green, red and blue, yellow, green, red and blue... 


I don’t know where the lights went. The room I'm standing in is pitch black. There was 
a red one, and then a blue one and then none, and I can’t remember how | lost them. In 
fact, | can’t remember much at all. It’s as if my mind has been fragmented and its 
pieces spread out, a bit like these doors - hundreds of them, black and surrounding 
me in a slowly expanding circle. They've gotten so far away from me now that I only 
know where they are due to the handles remaining visible, like silver flashes in the 
dark... 


..why am | here, again? 

I look around for clues. It's so empty in here. And it’s not just the lack of furniture, or 
the fact that | can’t see much. It’s something else, too. Something that’s less than 
anything, but imposing. The door handles slide farther and farther apart as emptiness 
inflates the room the way flattery inflates the ego. 

Those doors will be out of reach soon. 

A sudden flame burns my insides, and what's left of my mind goes quiet as panic gets 
me running. | can’t feel my legs, but hear thud after thud as they rush me forward. 
Then, metal digs into my skin and when | look down, there’s a handle in my fist. 
Pulling the door open, heavy as it is, | see a sunlit ocean and a sail boat with a flag at 
its stern, but needing some rest before going in | lean on the handle next to it, and its 


door is pushed open. 


Inside, string lights, starting right above my head - yellow, green, red and blue - lead 
straight into the dark. 


| loved string lights as a child. 
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The Child 


Aiva’s doing the rounds. She can, now. Being near the edge used to terrify her, but so 
many years have passed with so little to do that even the threat of the outside is a 
welcome break from monotony. 


“Ladies and gentlemen,” a perky voice announces through every loudspeaker in the 
Circle, “the winner of this year’s explorer suit raffle will be drawn shortly! Please 
make your way to the main stage!” 


Exciting stuff... 


Every year, the Circle turns into a fairground for the raffle, and every year, the prize is 
an explorer suit, which means that every year, the winner tries to decline. Some have 
quietly returned theirs to Explorer Cord, while others simply hide theirs until friends 
and family forget they have it. 


“Aiva!” 


She turns around to see her little brother standing some fifty yards away, which is the 
closest he’s ever been to the edge: at thirty-eight years of age, he still acts like a 
fidgety child at the mere thought of the outside. 


Everyone’s a child. 

Aiva sighs, and hopes the other security guards aren't looking as she runs over. 
“What?” 

“| forgot my ticket!” he says, utterly crestfallen. 


Without a word, she reaches into the pocket of her pressed trousers, pulls out her 
ticket, and hands it to him before hurrying back. 


Is she disappointed? No. Maybe. She hasn't made plans or anything, but it would be 
nice to own a Suit, just in case - just to know that, at any point, she could head out into 
the unknown. Because you don’t ask to borrow someone else’s suit. You just don't. 


Explorer Cord takes the stage, and gives them the latest version of his usual speech. 
On and on he goes about how important it is to not give up, how he didn't give up until 
he found the Circle, how he went back for all of them and brought them here, how 
he'll never stop hoping that there's something out there still, how they need to keep 
looking no matter what, bla bla bla... 


Just a year ago, this was enough for her to stay inside. The echoes of the 
loudspeakers paired with the brightness of the streetlights - which, at night, really 
make the nothing beyond seem like nothing - made her feel like a target, but 
nowadays, being a target is better than being, well, nothing, and she almost feels a 
kinship with the outside. 


Ignoring what her colleagues might say, she stops, and thinks how strange it is that 
this railing, no higher than her waist, is the only barrier between them and nothing. 
And it’s never talked about - everyone knows not to ask Explorer Cord about it - but 
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Aiva’s begun to wonder why the outside has land, with trees rustling in the wind, if 
there’s no land or trees or wind. 


Way out in the nothing, families pack up their picnics for the day. 
“screw it.” 


Aiva climbs over the railing, lands on grass just like inside the Circle, and starts 
running. 
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Friday Night at Mosquito’s Mojitos 


Well, this is gonna be easy. All she needs to do is walk from one end of the corridor to 
the other and collect objects along the way. 


She opens the suitcase now to save time, sets course for the doll outside the next 
door, and takes a first step. 


"What the...?" 


She's tumbled over - her shoulder’s squeezed into the angle between the wall and the 
floor, and try as she might, there's no getting up, and the doll’s not far away but as she 
reaches for it, it rolls down the carpet. 


"You're in the wrong corridor.” 

Did someone say something? 

"This one’s for bugs,” the voice says, and looking up, she sees a man sitting on the top 
of the wall wearing fly-eye glasses. Clearly drunk, his headband antenna’s too far 
back on his head and the tousled wings look out of order. 


"You're a hamster then, I take it?” 


“Uh, yes...yes, | am.” What's going on? This wasn’t in the manual. “But they didn’t give 
me cheeks - I’m supposed to just pack this suitcase instead.” 


“Really? What for?” 
She shrugs, and then asks, “how did you end up there?” 


“Oh yeah, funny story,” he says, rolling his eyes, and then semi-intelligibly explains 
that “you see, | just wanted to run me hands down the soft orange thingy, and he took 
offence, and then he took me antenna, and then he let go of me antenna and it 
smacked us in the face and | went ow, and then | got barred.” 


“From what?” she asks, catching a crushed can just in time. 


“Boozebug,” he mumbles. “This is where they send customers to repent, which is why 
you ain't getting anywhere. What are you in here for, anyway?” 


“Well, I-” 


“No-no, don’t tell us,” he says, waving his hand, “you had your reasons, we all do, | 
mean the butterfly was nothing special and | wouldn't even’ve touched him if it weren't 
for me wife. Left us, she has - took the eggs with her and everything.” 


“Oh, I'm sorry,” she says while using the suitcase to drag herself forward and nab a 
jewellery box. The floor’s getting heavy and she’s feeling faint, but before she can ask 
for help he starts crying and says: 


“Thanks, you're a good hamster. Thing is, | haven't been on crawling terms with the 
barfly for some time, ‘cause she and the missus sometimes go out for nectar and shit 
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together, so...” 

There’s silence, and then a thump as he faceplants behind her. 

Well, that’s that, she thinks to herself, but then he gets to his feet and stumbles past. 
“Nice knowing you.” 


“No, wait!” she gasps as the door shuts behind him. 
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Mint Blue Tiles 


Apparently, there are lights reserved for this. Minty blue, too cool to be festive but 
also dim enough to not sober you up, they turn the tiled walls into a sterile world quite 
unlike the one that was raved into existence earlier, like a hardcore calm after the 
storm. 


People have fallen asleep wherever. Stainless steel tables are getting dotted with 
breaths, someone’s got their hair in a floor drain, the music plays on low volume and 
no one wonders what time it is. Such a rare moment in life. 


From a folding chair in the corner, with her eyelids halfway down and her head 
against the tiles, Martha takes it all in. 


There's a man with a joint. He won't finish it. A few others sit scattered around the 
room. A girl in a bunny mask is upright but breathes as if she’s sleeping. There's 
booze left, but everyone's done. 


No one speaks. There’s no coughing or mindless movement. 


This is it, the secret kept by everyone who's ever experienced it: the bliss found by 
those who happened to stay awake. 


The days are too short. 

“Where’s your friend?” 

“Hm?” 

"The one with the tinsel.” 

“Mhm. Left. Had work in the morning.” 

“Shame...think it /s morning.” 

They're sitting next to each other. She doesn’t turn her head. Doesn't care what he 
looks like. He might feel the same. They're not whispering, but it would take louder 
voices than theirs to wake anyone up. 

The music really complements the room. Makes its harshness fit in, somehow. Like a 
cassette tape with nothing but noise on it - a medium that makes the senses 
surrender to things they normally wouldn't. 

Her coat feels like a bed cover in her arms. She went out to get it while the music was 
still blasting, then ended up in the corner without putting it on and watched as dance 
turned to sleep. Ashley sat with her for as long as she could, but eventually had to go. 
That's alright. This abandoned building - she’s not sure if it’s a hospital or some kind 
of factory - is warm with living bodies, so if she just stays with them, she won't feel 
lonely. 


She'll be a zombie by 9 a.m. Good. 


The ticket’s still in her left pocket, but it’s unlikely she'll reach the airport on time now. 
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“Weren't you seeing someone?” 

“Not anymore.” 

“Hm?” 

“Missed flight.” 

She opens her bag to discover that Ashley's confiscated her passport. Probably for 
the best. This is nice, anyway - the fella sitting next to her seems nice. The man she'd 
planned on meeting today is nicer, though. 

The first time she ever saw him was on youtube. He was describing a dark place and 
made it sound real, and she wondered if he’d swap places with her - take her spot in 
that dark place, eager to explore it, and let her return to the light. 

Because there’s people, and then there’s cassette tapes that get used by people, and 
then there's film inside the tape that gets chewed into a mess, but no one ever thinks 
about the track on that film and what it actually is: something that gets mistaken for a 
physical component and blamed for physical properties it does not have - a tangled 
mess of non-matter that doesn’t understand how or why it keeps running into itself. 
She is that non-matter, and the youtuber is like a neurotic caretaker who can't sleep 
until she’s been untangled. The vacuum cloaking the immaterial, the warning of 
nothing ahead - that’s his cue to get involved. 

She also kinda wants to break him. 

“Take him down, then.” 

Must’ve thought out loud. 

"We're the same height. | probably could.” 

‘Totally. Just get in with a good leg sweep.” 

"Can't decide if | want him to have an erection or a heart attack.” 

“Both work, so long as they don’t happen at the same time.” 

Yes - it’s nice to vent with someone. Someone who gets it. 

Not one of his videos has gotten comments about how perfect he is. Seriously. None. 
The internet is littered with women drooling over meaty chromosome disasters, but 
when, for once, a genuinely sexy man comes along, suddenly there’s nothing but 
appreciation for his work. 

And it doesn’t seem to bother him. And that bothers her. 

She hates that he’s a good person - the discomfort of exposure to hot people with bad 
personalities is nothing compared to the agony of exposure to hot people with great 
personalities. 

Yes, he definitely needs to be broken. And if you think about it, that makes him a bad 


person, because he deserves it. Maybe there’s another reality where the roles are 
reversed, and all the disappointing stuff happening to her here are projected onto her 
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by the other him and vice versa, like an interdimensional game of why-are-you- 
hitting-yourself, because how else would he know that stuff? Please. 


It’s 7:30. She can leave now. 
Just need to do this first. 


There’s a pen and some used tissue in her bag, and her eyelids keep sliding down, one 
at a time, but she pours her soul out on the filthy paper nevertheless: 


I'm an average person. Average people are not good people. The wholesomeness that 
propels mankind forward is not within us. The gene pool shouldn't have to deal with 
us. But here we are. And every once in a while we make it known. Sorry. 


She shouldn't be driving. Other cars seem unreal to her - close or distant, it’s all the 
same. 


A village comes up and she stops by its only post box, struggles out of the driver seat, 
and starts digging. 


Where the fuck is the slot!? 
Leaning against the box for balance, right hand shoved into some cavity for good 
measure, she suddenly worries that she might have cavities she doesn't know about, 


the kind that don't show till it's too late. Amputation. 


Dread washes over her body and pushes her backward, and lying flat on the asphalt 
with the pretty blue sky above, things finally break her way: 


"Are you okay?" 

She can't believe her luck. Just stares at the youtuber looking down at her. 
"Do you need an ambulance?" 

"No", she mumbles, "I need you." 


His eyes are more amber than brown in the flesh, utterly gorgeous, and his whole 
face contracts into a surprised but happy smile before he helps her up. 


"I'm out!" 

"No, you're up." 

Never mind. 

"Do you live near here?" 


"That's my house over there", he says, pointing at a brown cottage with a garden far 
more elaborate than she would've thought he'd have time for, the lovely man. 


He lets her lean on him for support as they make their way over, and she asks him 
what flowers he likes best. 


"Roses, probably. | guess I'm old-fashioned." 
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"Mm..." 

"What about y-" 

"Martha?" 

She looks around, and sees the girl with the bunny mask leaning out of a blue car. 
"What are you doing?" 

"Shh. Not now." 

"Oh my god, come here!" 

The bunny gets out of the car and runs over to them. 


"I'll take her", she tells the youtuber without looking at him, and leads Martha back to 
the car. 


"Hang on", Martha says, suddenly remembering, "I need to post something.” 

The bunny throws the used tissue away before fastening her seat belt. 

"Where do you live?" asks a man in the front seat, probably the bunny's boyfriend. 
She shrugs and looks out the window with her arms folded. 


Oh well. The tissue didn't have an address anyway. 
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En Kulturvetare Gar Ner Sig 


Pa vägen hem fran jobbet tar Boel en omväg mellan pelarna under motorvägen dar en 
ung klottrare ömsint for sin sprejburk över betongen, och i den ljuslila fyllningen syns 
drag av 1934-fenomenet Rutger Nyfrasch bestaende inspiration hos 
portrattkonstnarer. Visst blir det ett enda fargblock till skillnad fran Nyfrasch 
obekvämt uppmarksamhetspakallande penseldrag i sina omarrangemang av antikens 
rattframma tillbakablick pa grottmalningar, men metoden i sig ska tas i beaktning. Val 
hemma far hon en kram och en teckning av sin treariga dotter, och utbrister stolt att 


de minsann har en liten Peder Kritmastare i familjen. 


Nästa morgon sitter hon pa pendeln och försöker läsa klart En Drott Avstiger Sin 
Segelbat | Ulaanbaatar - en debutroman av det semantiska geniet Gerda Suddlés 
dotter, Jenny Larsson. Som tonåring försökte Boel själv anamma Suddlés karnfulla 
prosa, detta under en period da hon bestämt sig for att bli författare, men gav upp nar 
det stod klart att var ansats aven fortsattningsvis skulle alstra ett agarlost svammel. 
Den trehundratjugoatta sidor långa boken slukades nästan i ett kör i söndags, i Boels 
huvud har teorier om Larssons inspirationer och stilfulla lan och metaforer för den 
geopolitiska diskbanksrealism som gommer sig bakom varje forradiskt surrealistiska 
formulering staplats i prydliga högar, och om ungdomarna två kupéer bakom henne 
bara kunde hålla tyst så skulle det gå mycket lättare att läsa klart de sista åtta 
sidorna och efterordet. Nåväl. Hon fiskar upp sina hörsnäckor ur väskan och skrollar 
igenom musiklistan på mobilen. Hade tänkt lyssna på en konsertinspelning av den av 
pianissimo-mästarinnan Nanna Fagottlärling uppenbart inspirerade violinisten 
Fredrik Nylån, men upptäcker nu till sin förfäran att hon laddat ner fel Akter Om 


Dimman. 


Ur hörsnäckorna kommer det bara ett oändligt ackord med fluktuerande ljud i 
bakgrunden, och med regntyngda tallar utanför kupéfénstret kommer hon plötsligt 
ihåg den rosa strand hon besökte i Grekland som barn. Kan nästan känna sanden 
mellan tårna när hon föreställer sig den i en bytta framför sätet och tänker att hon 
aldrig kommer bli färdig med boken i den här takten, men musiken hjälper ändå med 
att stänga ute de högljudda ungdomarna, så den får vara på. Boken slutar i en 
långsam utmynning av dess olika höjdpunkter med en lidelsefullhet som inte riktigt 
ernår likvärdighet med de ytligt riktningslösa monologer för vilka författarens moder 


är känd, men som ändå håller. Och en enda sida in i efterordet så är morgonen 
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officiellt förstörd, ty det har skrivits av Larsson själv, och istället for en genomgång av 
de företrädare som lagt grunden för hennes debutroman sa tackar hon bara en massa 
okanda manniskor som stottat henne medan hon kartlagt handlingen, som i sin tur ar 
menad att tolkas bokstavligt och darmed antyds sakna forankring, vare sig Larsson 


sjalv ar medveten om det eller inte. 


Inne pa kontoret för tidskriften Kulturvetaren kämpar Boel med att tra kappan över 
stolsryggen och sätta sig framför datorn utan att någon ska lägga marke till hennes 
upprordhet. Hon kanner sig lurad, lite dum i huvudet och i arlighetens namn 
forodmjukad. All intellektuell energi hon manipulerats till att investera i en dussinbok, 
alla teorier hon lagt ner sin sjal i for att anknyta Larsson till litteraturen i sina lasares 
dgon...som om Larsson prövat hennes kunskaper pa det mest ogina sätt som finns: 


oarlighet, metoden som vart mindervardeskomplex ger upphov till. 


Eftersom hon valde boken pa eget bevåg sa kan hon inte erkänna för chefsredaktéren 
att den ar under tidningens värdighet. Hon far helt enkelt lura i läsarna att hennes 
egenartat hopknapade tolkning de facto är en for denna debutroman specifik 
sammanfattning av de askadningar som är tillämpbara pa all sann litteratur. 
Redaktionsmétet klockan tio blir en timlang katastrof dar hon mest sitter och tanker 
pa rosa sand, och nu har hon Aven börjat föreställa sig att hon gör piruetter i den, i en 
bytta pa pendeltaget, trots att hon varken kan dansa balett sjalv eller tycker om att se 
andra gora det. Hon vet inte varfor detta hander eller inom vilken genre och hade 
gärna bett kollegorna om hjälp, men vågar inte, för i början av sin presentation 
frågade hon trevande vad de tycker om musik som bara är ett oändligt ackord med 
fluktuerande ljud i bakgrunden och ingen av dem hade nagot svar. Dessutom gav 
musikexperten Martin ifrån sig ett hånfullt fnitter som förmedlade att hon skulle fått 


sparken om han vore hennes chef. Sa har vilsen har hon inte varit sedan tonaren. 


Som sextonåring och i klorna pa varldsovanans klimax föreställde hon sig en kväll de 
snötäckta alper hon dagdrémt om som barn. Under lagstadiets manga och värdelösa 
lektioner i sang och fotboll lärde hon sig att ga pa autopilot för att istället kunna 
fantisera om en alptopp som hon bodde pa helt själv och som hade allt hon behövde, 
och nar hon flera ar senare satt i soffan och hérde musiken fran lillebrorsans Need 
For Speed samtidigt som kallopsen puttrade i köket sa dök fantasin upp igen, och 
eftersom hon inte kunde avgöra vad som hade ateruppvackt den sa kunde hon heller 
inte frigöra sig fran den förrän dag blivit till natt och sömnen kvavt den för gott. Allt 


detta avslöjade hon en blöt kväll for Hans Fjaderlind, van och kollega, varpå han 
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trösterikt sluddrade att dylika abstraktioner refererats i manget storverk och därmed 
sedan lange hovrat över de sinnen vars plagiat in spiritu desamma sjalvavkladande 
tror sig besitta auktoriteten att ga i god for som original. | nyktert tillstånd skulle han 


ha ritat ett abstraktionstrad ocksa. 


Akter Om Dimman ljuder ur hérsnackorna medan hon star pa perrongen och väntar. 
Det angesttyngda sökandet efter något inom klassisk musik eller 50-talsjazz som 
stycket kan tillskrivas förblir fruktlost - det är ju inte musik! - och i regnet ser hon sig 
själv göra piruetter pa rälsen medan gnistor skjuter upp i benen och öppnar en portal 


i luften. Gode gud, låt det inte vara fantasy! 
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Har Far Du Vara 


Det ar sommar, och det forklarar saken. Befrielsen borjade med en lucka och 
mynnade ut i vita moln. Som en målning inuti en målning förväntades en fotbollsplan 
bakom en oansenlig skolbyggnad och en lycklig man med öppna armar, men några 
steg senare är fotbollsplanen redan för långt bort och mellan risiga skogspartier 


böljar en bred skidbacke upp mot en plan. Och det är ingen här. 


Det är sommar, och det förklarar saken. 
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[INGEN TITEL] 


Tunna plattor far upp och ner och vinklas pa de ruggiga vagorna. Ett vatten vars 
valdsamhet inte avklader någon botten borde vara namnlést och gemensamma regler 
för vad det far och inte far vara har redan rivits upp. Nej, det ar inte lätt att sta kvar. 
Kanske brinner det bakom ryggen - en sista bebyggelse som fäller liv - men med 
blicken fast pa massivets dunkla yta och tankarna vid dess list sa gar det inte att veta. 
Kanske blir det mindre morkt an befarat, men likval inte bra, innan handflatorna 
trycker mot plattan som om fasan inför ett dåligt kantgrepp överträffas av något likt 
men odödligt. Och efteråt fortsätter det, för ingen lärdom kan dras av misslyckandet. 
En ständigt föränderlig hållning utan vila eller minsta ledtråd är det enda som inte 
skär sig, så med fotsulor och fingerspetsar mot plattan far en enda blick ofrivilligt 
över de andra plattorna - ett folktomt hav ovanpå ett annat - tills någon sorts 
monotoni ändå framträder och ögonen faller i kors, och nästa gång de vaknar så flyter 
plattan fram längs en kanal. Än är det för tidigt, förstelningen håller i och bryggornas 
mörka trä avfärdas som ett elakt löfte, men framme vid slusstrappans nästa steg står 
ett vattenhjul låst och till hjälp, så på skakiga ben lämnas plattan åt sitt öde och inuti 
en mörkbrun stugas enda rum, med lövbuskar utanför fönsterramarna, antar en 
vävstols gröna tyg formen av ett ansikte. Eller också sitter vi i varsin skidlift, med 
skyddsbygeln nedfälld, och hör hur det skrapar mot asfalten medan vi far runt utan 
kabel - vi och flera andra - bland attraktionerna på nöjesfältet under en rosa 


kvällshimmel, och då och då lyfter över träden. 
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